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HOWDY, PARTNERS i 

IF I'M LOOMING KIND OF EXTRA HAPPY TOPS'/, IT'S BECAU5E 
OF THIS SPANKING-NEW 5APDLE I HAVE HERE. A NEW SADDLE TO 

A cowaoy is pretty much like a new suit to an easterner. 

AND PON'T EVER THINK THAT A 5APPLE 15 JU5T A SADDLE OR 
THAT THEY'RE ALL ALIKE. NO.SiR.' EVERY SADPLE SERVES THE 
SAME PURPOSE, TO MAKE RIDING LONG HOURS EASIER, BUT A 
COWBOY RIGS HI5 SflPDLE DIFFERENTLY FOR P1FFEHENT KIND5 
OF RIDING 

WHEN A COWBOY ARRANGES MIS SADPLE IN A SPANISH 
RIG, THE "CINCH" OR WIDE LEATHER BAND THAT GOES UNDER 
THE HORSE'5 CHEST IS STRAPPED UP FORWARD 50 THAT IT 
PASSES AROUND THE FRONT OF THE PONY'S CHEST. 

IN A CENTER FIRE RIG, THE CINCH STRAP IS PLACED 
ll DIRECTLY IN THE CENTER OF THE SAPPLE SO THAT IT PASSES 
' l UNDER THE CENTER OF THE H0S5E. SOME COW PUNCHERS ■ 5W A 
CENTER FIRE RIG IS MUCH BETTER FOR ANY WORK WHERE THE 
I RIDER HAS TO 00 A LOT OF BENDING OUT OF THE SADPLE 70 

E1THE then There's the double rig. that's a saddle rigged 

WITH TWO CINCH STRAPS WHICH PASS UNDER THE POHY. ON THE 
OPEN PLAINS, MOST COWPUNCHERS USE THE SINGLE RIG, BUT IN 
HEAVY MOUNTAIN COUNTRY, A POUflLE RIG HOLDS THE SADPLE OH 

BETTE YES, DIFFERENT KINDS OF HIDING TAKE PIFFERENT KINDS OF 
SADPLE RIGS, JU5T THE WAY PIFFERENT JOBS TAKE SPECIALIZE? 
TRAINING. LOTS OF FOLKS TAKE ON A JOB THAT REQUIRES 
SPECIAL TRAINING OR EQUIPMENT AND FALL DOWN ON IT. BUT A 
SMART HAND HN0W5 THAT IF YOU'RE OUT FOH A SPECIAL TYPE 
OF RIDING. OR A SPECIAL KIND OF WOBH ( IT'S UP TO YOU TO RIG 
YOUR SADDLE OR PREPARE YOURSELF RIGHT FOR THE JOB- 
REMEMBER THAT AND YOU'LL ALWAYS MAKE GOOD ON ANY JOB.' . 

WELL, PARTNER5, BLACK JACK AND I'VE GOT TO BSjgg 
AMBLING ON NOW. BUT WE'LL BE LOOKING FOR ALL CF YOU 
NEXT MONTH 

YOUR PALS, /-^T**.""''-— 1 
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^Hf the brake to ease the stagecoach down 
the sharp turn, he thought that if he 
wi ever to be held up, this would be the 
Ijlict, For here, to avoid a rocky outcropping, 
fw road dipped and swerved sharply into a 
J jtflicfc clump of pines The trees, crowded close 
lather, and their branches interlaced over- 
| Bud, to that even at midday ihc road was a 
I dirk, twisting tunnel. 

I J Slim peered anxiously into the shadows, 
I lull blinded by the sudden transition from 
f wiring sunshine to heavy gloom. This was 
the place for an ambush, and this could be 
I the day, for in the box under his seat lay 
two bags of gold, being shipped out by the 
fining company. Tug Evans, the manager of 
the company, had thought it better to depend 
pi secrecy, rather than to advertise the ship- 
pent by adding an armed guard. Slim wished 
■e had a passenger or two inside the coach, 
but in this initial leg of the run, from the 
Iffline to (he first town, he seldom carried any- 
thing but the mail. 

> Suddenly, the shadows ahead seemed to 
thicken and move. A man stepped into the 
fliadway in front of the horses. He wore a 
(tlickerchief tied over his face, up to his eyes, 
'find hi* upraised arm held a ready six-gun. 
I Al Slim twisted down for his rifle, there 
resounded the crash of a shot that seemed to 
explode alongside his skull, and sent him fall- 
ling into darkness. 

■ When he regained hit lenses, he was lying 
in the mud and pine needles that blanketed the 
road. His body was sore and bruised, and his 
face was stiff with blood that had oozed from 
i| deep scalp wound, but as he pulled himself 
[to his feet, he found that he bad suffered no 
jtnore serious hurt. On shaky legs, he walked 
ilowly up the road, and around the next bend 
Mime upon the stagecoach. The horses were 
Landing in comfortable idleness. The mail 
wit untouched, but the box under the driv- 
er's teat was open, and empty. 
I It was an angry and increduloui mine man- 
ager that Slim had to face at the end of hit 
Beturn trip. "What do you mean, he caught 
pou unprepared?" he stormed. "You knew 
what you were carrying. You should have been 
prepared." 
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"I couldn't help it." Slim replied miserably. 
"I couidn't see what was ahead in those wood* 
and he got the drop on me." 

"A fine buckaroo you are," Tug snorted. 
"Letting a single gunman lift that gold as 
easy as taking candy from a baby." Hit eyes 
narrowed with suspicion. "Tell me," he added, 
"how come you were never held up before 
■ — only this time, when you were carrying my 
gold? Did you let anybody elte know about 
your cargo? You know that I keep my mouth 
shut. I took those bags out of the company 
safe at night and brought them to your room. 
There was no slip at my end of the job." 

"There was none at my end, either," Slim 
retorted. But his mind was flickering from one 
doubt to another. 

"What about that kid brother of yourtr** 
Tug asked. "He usually hangs around when 
you're loading, and he even ridet along with 
you sometimes. Did he know what you were 
carrying?" 

"N-no," Slim replied, with painful alownu*. 
"I — I'm pretty ture he didn't.". But the kid 
had looked curiously at the heavy bagt. 811m 
trusted him. of course, but the kid w»t young, 
and a bit wild, and some of those wranglers 
he ran around with were not the kind of peo- 
ple Slim liked to see hit brother with. 

"Jim's all right," he continued, at much vo 
himself as to Tug Evans. "And I give you 
my word I didn't tell him a thing." 

"Your word isn't worth two bags of the 
company's gold," Evans replied curtly. "The 
stuff's insured, but it's my responsibility to 
avoid this sort of trouble, This may even mean 
my job." 

Slim's body ached, and his head wound was 
still throbbing. "I'm sorry," he said. "We took 
a chance, and we lost out. Right now, I don't 
know what we can do about it. Maybe I'll be 
able to think more clearly after a night's 
sleep." 

Evans spat out the stump of his cigar. "You 
stick to your driving, and leave the thinking 
to me," he growled. "I aim to get this robbery 
cleared up before the insurance snoopers come 
down on us. Now this is what I aim to do. I'll 
set a trap for that stick-up man." 

"A trap?" Slim echoed. "How?" 

Evans dropped his voice to a whisper. "I'll 
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send out another shipment of gold within a 
couple of days. Nobody would be expecting 
us to try it again so soon after being held 
up. But we'll do everything exactly as we 
did the first time. And we'll make sure that 
nobody knows anything about it, except you, 
and me— and your kid brother. If anything 
happens this time, I'll know where to send the 
sheriff." 

Tired as he was, Slim didn't get much sleep 
that night. He didn't like the sort of trap that 
Tug Evans had suggested because it would 
be for only one person— his brother, Jim. If 
the shipment were to go through without any 
trouble. Evans could say that Jim had sensed 
the trap, and had decided to be satisfied with 
the loot of the first job. On the other hand, if 
there should be another holdup, the mine man- 
ager would directly accuse Jim. 

Maybe it would be wise to make sure that 
not even Jim got an inkling this time of the 
precious shipment. But Slim immediately re- 
jected the thought. Was he also beginning to 
•uspect his brother, or at best, his brother's 
friends? On the other hand, he could arrange 
(or Jim to be conspicuously busy that day, 50 
thlt no one could connect him with anything 
that might happen out on the stagecoach line. 
But after further restless turning, Slim dis- 
missed that plan also. He would rather do 
nothing that might upset Tug Evans' scheme. 
Ha wanted the trap to be set. He wanted his 
brother, and perhaps himself, to be vindicated. 
And therefore, he would set an additional trap 
of hie own. 

Several mornings later, as he prepared for 
his regular run. Slim carried down to the 
stable his personal gear, plus two heavy canvas 
bags. His brother helped him harness up the 
team of horses, and to stow the bags under the 
driver's seat. The mine manager sauntered 
past, chewing his cigar, observing the scene 
with apparent carelessness. He walked around 
the corner of the mine office. Jim walked away 
in the opposite direction. 

Five minutes later. Slim cracked his 
and the stagecoach lurched into moti< 
the outskirts of the tiny settlement, Slim 
pulled the horses to a halt. Two men darted 
-ut of an alleyway and climbed hastily into 
Jie coach. The door slammed shut, and the 
horses again dashed forward. 

It was getting on toward noon as the tired 
horses approached the pine woods. The men 
within the coach slid off the seat and crouched 
»H the floor, where they could not be seen 
from outside the vehicle. Slim hitched his 
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holster around to the front, where he cou 
get at the revolver more easily from a littii 

position. 

Then the horses plunged into the leafy tu 
nel which enveloped them in silence and glooi 
Slims heart thudded in his chest, and 
hardly breathed as he peered anxiously ahei 
Wa's the trap going to be sprung? The goldl 
bait was being offered, and Slim was parti 
it, sitting unprotected above the coveted bn 
Suddenly he was aware of a moving shade- 
ahead, at the side of the road. The man steppt 
out and fired, but at the same instant SIJ 
tumbled backward off his seat, untouched B 
the bullet. As the stagecoach swept betwes 
him and the masked man, he yanked out h 
gun and darted behind a tree. 

He peered out to see that the man 
stopped the horses, and was reaching up 
one hand for the wonden box, while still 
ing his gun ready. A bullet chipped the 
.an inch from Slim's head. He jerked bacfc 
a moment later looked out again to set 
the man had taken not the box, but the 
that lay beside it. He was now leadinf 
horses out of the woods, while keeping 
rifle pointed in Slim's direction. 

Against the superior weapon, Slim v 
have no chance. But one of the 'coach < 
suddenly opened, and out leaped young 
six-shooter in hand. Before the masked 
could swing the rifle around. Jim's shot 
into his arm, knocking the weapon tc 
ground. 

Slim rushed in. just as Jim had reached thi 
man and torn the neckerchief from his fact 
He was Tug Evans, the mine manager I 

'"Ha. I kind of thought it might be you. 
Slim said. "You were the only other perio 
who knew about the shipments, and you wi 
trying to get your company's gold " 
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I holding hii bleeding arm. "Nobody ft, 
your brother get into the coach this morning. 
I'll say that I hid inside it, to protect my ship- 
ment, and that your brother held us up. 1% 
also say that you were in cahoots with him, 
which is how he knew about the gold ship- 
meirts. and how you were able to get the drop 
on me here. I think my story sounds bettct 
than yours, and the sheriff would be mor 
dined to believe me." 

The stagecoach door opened again, and the 
second man stepped out. "I won't believe you 
now," he said. Evans turned to stare in dismay 
at the sheriff! "Evans." the lawman continued, 
"you seem to have gotten caught in your own 
trap. Now get into that coach and let's get 
back to town so I can lock you up!" 

THE END 
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